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DR. I. H. ALEXANDER,

Dental Surgeon,
GRADUATE OF THY PHILADELPHIA COLLEGE
OF DENTAL SURGERY.

Office, Neztdoor ta. Uounty Treasurer's Office,
CAMDEN, 8, C.

. BERWICK: LEGARE,
DR Jn%%@

ADUATE OF THE BALTIMORE COLLEGE
@R OF DENTAL SURGERY.

OFFICE—DEKALD HOUSE.
Entrance on Broad Street

Wm. D. TRANTHAM,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
BROAD STEET,
Camden, S, C.
J.T. HAY,
ATTORNEY AT LAW
ANND

Trial Justice

Omee over store of Messrs. Baum Bros. Speclal
attention glven to the collection of clalms.

J. W. DEPASS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW .
@1 IR § ARDEY LA U W

Trial Justice,

nsiness of all kinds promptly transacted.

W. L. DEPASS,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

CAMDEN, 8. .C.
F ‘the State and Federal
Will practice in all oot

T. H. CLARKE,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,
7 T GAMDEY, 8. 6 P TS

Offlce—That formerly occupled by Capt. J. M.
Dlvluo.e_ 1 Jan2ett

PHOTOGRAPHS !

Mr. W. 8. Alexander being in Camden
on s short visit, will open his Gallery for
the accommodation of his many friends and
former patrons. Heis prépared to take am
fine Photographs as cas be madeiu the
State. : .

Copying and enlarging also done in the

best style. )
He has on hand & splendid assortment of

Picture Frames, Chromos, etc., for eale at
the lowest cash prices.
Give him a eall.

FREDERICK J. HAY,

Architect and Builder,
CGAMDEN, 8. C,
willifagnieH plédsitl estimates for all
kindl&%?%:ﬁggf_ Contracts iakenat
moderate figures, and promptly s&nd care-

fully attended to.
Orders left at the Canpex JovrxaL office

wiil receive immediante attention.
Marchltf
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NOW.

Rise! For the day ie passing
While you be dreaming on,

The others have buckled their armor.
And forth to the field have gone;

A place in the rank nwaits you,
Each ‘man has some part o play,

The pastand the future aré nothing
In the/face of the stern to-day.

Rise from yonr dreams of the fulure,
Of gaining sone hard fought field,
Of storming some airy fortress,
Or bidding some ginnt yield;
Your future has deeds of glory,
Of honor (God grant it may !)
But your arm will never be stronger
Nor the need so great as to-day.

Rise! if thepast detains you;
Eer sunshine and storms forget;

No chains so unworthy to hold you
As those of a vain regret;

Sad or bright, she is lifeless ever,
Gast her phantom arms away

Nor look back save to learn the lesson
Of a nobler strife to-day.

Rise! for the day is paseing;
The low sound that you scarcely hear,
Is the enemy marching to battle—
Arise, for the foe is here.
Stay not to sharpen yorr weapons
- Or the hourn®ill ptrike atlasty =
"\ When ffom droms of coming-baslle, <
You may wake to find it past.

Adelade Anne Proctor.

A Middle-aged Love Story.

They had come, a little group of
friendly faces, to watch me off, with wa~
ving handkerchiefs and kindly good-bys;
and I stood on the stern, nodding and
wavivg back, till the steamer swept
down the river outrof their sight,

prayers that the great sea might be
sentle with we; I koew they would
wateh the weather, and look for the tele~
gram of the arrival of -our ship; yet I
knew I was taking pothing from their
lives, and that they each would go home
hardly missing me; so it was with nn
great .wreoch of heart that I saw the
pilot put off from us, and took the last
look at my native shores.

During most of the passage I was just
comfortably sea-sick, so I sat all the day-
long toa chair on deck, watching the
white caps on the purple sand green
and blue waves that mounted and fell,
down aod vp, away out to the horizon.
I suw the thining pautiluses flnat by,
and pow and then a whale, or a shoal
of porpoises, or a sail, speeding white
and full across the water,

Isaw many good other things nearer
by; for 1 dido’t jut my eyes in my
pocket along with my short-sighted
plassee; and nobody was very likely o
mind a middle aged woman in hood and
water proof.

~JOBN C., WOLST,
PLAIN, ORNAMENTAL,

AND
SIGN PAINTER,
Paper Hanger & Glazier,
CAMDEN, S. C.
sept23.12m

Riddle’s Hotel,
LANCASTER C. H, S. C.

ving purchased the Hotel formerly occupled
byn;lr. J%gu Crockett, situated on Main etreet, 1
ain prepared to receive transient and permaneqt

m(!irmigmiccommndmonl at reasonable rates,

Stables and Lota free to drovers.
jan1st J. M. RIDDLE,

Be Sure te Stop at the

Latham House,
CAMDEN, 8. C.

(TraxstexT BoArp, $2.00 PER DAY.)

—_——0
‘Ample accommodations. Tables sup-
plied with the best the Marketsafford. Eve-
ry attention paid to the comfort of Guests,
Persons stopping at the Latham
House will be ecanveyed to and from the
depot free of charge. Passengers, without
heavy baggage, will be conveyed to and
{from any part of the town, not above De-
Kalb street, at 25 cenls. )
g~ Connected with the house is a first
elass Bar, which is located scparately from
the hoase, and orderly kept.
g&F~Conveyances supplied to guests on
liberal terms, either for city or country use.
jan8-ly  B.B. LATHAM, Proprietor.

Watches #8310 !‘{. Revolve
MNnﬁlﬂ !
%’&Eﬂ'—gﬁ L(:J.Suppi; Co.Naabville, Tess.

BOOTS, SHOES, &C.

The undersigned respectfully informs bis
friends and the public generally that he
may still be found at his shop, cne door
west of the postofice, where Le is prepared
to execute promptly and in the most atylish
and durable maunner all jobs that may be
given him. He will also make or repair
Larness, or in faet anything else in his
Jine. Heonly golicits a call.

ISAAC YOUNG.

Aug: 6—tf .

=. WOLFE,

CHEAP DRY GOODS STORE.
ALSO,

Buys ond pays the highest market price
for ggeen un]:i ﬁr; cow hides, sheep, fox,
otter, mink, raccoon and rabbit al_;ms_
Also, rags, wool, tallow, beeswax, old iron,
brass, copper, &c. Junltf

Water-Purifying Chain Pump

Acknowledged to be superior toany other

pump known. No valves to get out of or

der. Buck ]
ized maleable iron. )
made pare by, the use of this_ pump.-
feet or lass. S10%
cents. This pump may

ham House.
Llj‘:n?gtf LATHM & PERKINS.

et and chains made of galvan-
The foulest water
.- 10
ench 'additional fook, 50
be examined st the

The first thing I saw was a young
girl, with dark.eyes and brown hair that
rippled itself into a tangle of rouch
enrls when she took off her net. She
whB; [DOt very pretty, nor so very bril-
liant; but there wasa piquant charm
about her that attracted half the pas-
sengers before the first day was over.
By the end of the second day, every-
body. from the captain to the ship’s
surgeon, and from the cabin boy, was
eager to show her attention; and every-
body was met with the same smile and
lively. retort. )
She won her way at once info my
neart by the Lindly thonght that led
her to bring me little reli<hes from the
wable to tempt my sickiy appetite, and
tn sonthe my forchead with bay water
apd gentle touches of her ehapely brown
hends, where a great emerald glittered,
encircled by dinmonds.  Very soon she
ot into the habit of drawing her Tug
heside my chair, and sitting nn_the
deck leaning against me, so that T might
“pet her,” as she said.
This is how it happened that my
quiet corper came (o be the centre of
life and gagety and romance of the
ole shipboard.
"h‘h m-cmpeti this young girl, Rose Ar-
mour, was an only child and an orphan,
going to an uncle in Germany, her nrare
est of kin. .
« Dear heart ! T hope her uncle will be
wise a3 well as Joving,” said I to my-
self very often; for she seemed too fra-
gile & bubble of Lumanity to drift on

through life zlone.
The tips of her brown curls were

lighter than the rest; apd here and
there were little bright touches all over
her, as though the sun were sh1r.:q;:: in
gpots on it. One morning 1 sat coiling
these gleams of sunshine through my
fingers, and watching a flock of Mother
| Qarey’s chickens skim restlessly over
the water, thinking these thoughts about
Roea, and having her eoft presence alone
to mysel{a few moments. Not many,
however; for soon up came a Vew
Zealander—of course there was a New
Zealander, or an Australiao on our boat.
‘You are very lovely, Mies ArEnrn'nr,
anid he. ‘Let me bring you a chair.
“Thaok you; I prefer to sit here on
my rog and have Miss Wells net me,
replied Rosa, turning :p. her eyes lon-
euidly. ‘The deck is my faverite seat,
if I can only have an excuse to sit on it
But you need something over you,
persisted  the New Zeclander, going
away and coming back dircerly with his
own heavy gray wrap. Then he seated
himself on a low camp stocl beside her,
| folding the wrap over the two. ‘I never
saw £o rough a sea o8 this all Ih,e way
from Honolulu to San  Franciseo, said
be, laoking npon the gentle smell of the
lugily-monntipg waves.

“BOOT MAKER. |

ponr. T am

Pomerh 1 eriad Miss A0 .
A th us a mill

|-nl.'l.l‘-‘ the oteit s s swov

| d 1
ving opened ¢ shop on Bron's pond . . -
3;32;9-0‘;2“356,“2,1?5 EJ. McCreight & Sgre-| - U'-’-‘_.'.__L—‘IT__“M as m-r-'p-‘red with the
Gin Factor, in Mr. G. . Douglas’ old store, HETD, oo, = 0 Tt wis v tely named.
gnectiully solicits the patronage of the public. CPaciie—p ). Trwas A
Wil make-or PepAIE =7 = mes e Ay & - We. bavenVok _..T b, :‘5 ! it g

| . r I s bon antbie mt ont f

F eSS &C., sweep on the Atlantic, _

Boots, Shioes, Harness. & aymecp Ut b A N w e

On the shortest nowbe and 1 the most durable

Jay seefm

1 kpew-that T shotld have their |

liand,‘ ho weat Db, ‘W sre never o hot

and pever too cold. In fuct, we never
think of the weather. And the soil is
the most fertile in the world.

‘Pity it is such an out of-the-way
part of the earth that no body can live
there,’ said Miss Armour.

. ‘Beg your pardon, miss; there are
several English towns of thirty thousond
inhabitants each, and we never think of
ourselves as being out-of-the-way, but
rather feel sorry for those who live so
far off, returned the other, bending his
tall figure earnestly forward.

Rosa leaned her pretty hand towards
kim io a confiding attitude of interest,
and lavghed.

‘O, so you are the people, and wis
dom is going to die with you,’ said she.
‘But what do you do out there in the
heart of the universe '

‘We dig pold for one thing, and raise
sheep fot another—millions and millions
of them. From thirty to forty vessels are
constantly plying to England with the
tallow and pressed wool.’ ;

‘What'do you do wt!" all that mut-
ton !’ nsked Rosa, looking idly at the
light in‘the speaker’s ayes. wn
% ‘We use what we cau,’ was the reply,
sand sometimes, I am sorry to say, we
bury the flesh—not usually; but somes
times an order. will come to one furmer
fora thousand sheeplif you please; and
ullihe can do is to clip of the wool. get
out the fat and bury the carcasses.” ..
Just then along came the ship’s sur-
geon, a blonde youth in uniform, with
hig! hair parted in the widdle, '
*Mirs Armour,’ said be, ‘the gun is to
be fired.off at the bow; will you come
.and see it dome #'

Miss Armour started upat once,'turn-
ing the same half confiding glance and
ready «mile upon bim she bad been giv
ing us,

‘T am'going to leave my rug with you;
I shall come back,' said she, beaming
over her«houlder upon me as ehe took
the surgeron’s arm and went away.

The New Zealander looked after her,
tried to copsole himself by drawiog his
wrap in another fold across his knees,
did' not succeed, and finally got up and
went away. Of course it was not worth
his!while to make himself agrecable to 4
middle-aged woman in hood and water-
proof. So I sat and looked at the like:
nesp of a lako among the clouds, and
tried to decide whether I had better
take oat meal gruel or biscuit tea for my
supper; wondering the while, half’ un-
consciously, about the old chord in my
memory that was always being struck by
a certain musical ring in the New Zea-
lander’s voice. ' ]
r a0 héonr or so the gun weeo
fired; and presently Miss Armour came
back. with the disorder of the strong
sea<wind in her hair, and its freshness
in her pretty pink cheeks.

‘I’ve come a8 I said,’ she murmured,
dropping at my feet again, and smiling
up, as though she had got where she
best loved to be, just such o smile as she
would bave given to the stokers down
in the engine room, or to the ship’s 2at.
But it was lovely to look upon while ir
lasted; and we middle-aged people have
learned to warm ourselves io any chaoce
ray' of sunlight, without stopping to
consider whether it is likely to be per-
petoal. :

This time the bit of sunshine did not
stay long. forthere came up an artist
with his sketeb-book; and when Miss
Armour had sufficiently admired his
graphic pencilings of the captain and
the quartermaster, and the seasick oceu~
pant of the upper berth, it was time (o
throw the lead; and so he bore ber off,
to find out with her own eyes whether
we were actually zoing at the rate of
thirteen knots, or only twolve and.a
half.

That was how the days went. The
passengers read and paced the deck,
played games and guessed riddles, and
were always hungry; the pilot stood
steady and firm at the wheel; the sailors
ran up and down about the riggiug like
overgrown spiders, and were forever
scouring and scrubbing, tying and un-
tying, drawing up and letting down.
Thus at last we had come safely almost
to our desired haven; with fair sailing,
we were just one day out from port, and
fond as we had been of each other, we
were getting impatient to port. i

Miss Armour, during the whole voy~
age, had kept on as she began, beguil-
ing every ove with her trick of lip and
eye. They ran after ber like boys at
the string of a kite. Well, they had
nothing better to do just then;.and
when she had faded out as the rainbow
fades, I had po doubt she would bo as
casily forgotten, or only as a midsum-
wer's duy dream, by all, unless it wight
be a solitary warm-hearted man like
the New Zealander, To tell the truth,
I was a little sorry for him. Evidently,
life had not brought him all it might,
apd he wae hungry for the love and
confidence that had never been his. So
T was afraié he would miss the little
sparkle of girthood and’ warm youth,
and find the void decper when it had
gone ouk.

" To the very Jast day. Rosa kept her
place by my chair; and to the very last
the New Zealander kept his place by
her, when no one younger stepped into
take her off, which was sure to be
pretty often. Then. he always quietly
went away himself, with a kind of grave
regret on his face. On this last morn~
ine, Miss Armour kad juat left us along
with a yonwvy lawger. to drop cranges
aud Temons amone the steeraee passen-
sops, when 1 notierd the Now Zeslun-
der looking after her with g sudder re-
arct than usual —almost 8 pain—in his
eves! 1 aomll gee that without my
L EE LN

" iNow' wid Ito myselt, ‘I hope he
sensible,

quite old enough to be her father!”
Anso I looked at him to sce if he
was, when suddenly he turned upon
me. .
‘At least you might have written,
Agatha Wells " said he sharply.

I started, as you may *hink, to hear
my own name spoken égfamiliarly by a
stranger; when, lockipg again, behold !
1 saw beneath the btoinze, and under
wrinkles and behind #he.beard, a face
that twenty years before was the dear-
est in the world to -me—the face of
Duncan Ashley, We parted one day
expecting to meet the pext; but that
evening he was called away, and wrote
instead of coming. Ima letter he said,
what he said befors with hiz eyes—yrs,
those same beantiful eyes—that I was
the choice of his heart-and the desire of
his life,

‘Answer me, said he.‘l cannot wait
till I see you.' :
So I answered——a Jong, foolish let-
ter, though tliére was’no need of wri-
ting; for he bad read”all I could say
long before, with thiese eyes of his.

[ Then I watched and swaited for him;

bat never saw him or"fieard one word
more, If youlare young, you can im-
agine the slow dying Bf hope and ex-
pectation. And if you#e old you know
how such thiags can kg lived over, and
hidden in secret gravea.

But ndw as though the graves had
been opened, and the judgment set,
camo this sudden reproschful question
up from the. buried- past. 1 fairly
vaught my breath, as ¥-turned back my
eyes, and looked him in the faco
again, 5 s

‘Forgive me;” said he directly, in a
gentler tone, I did not mean to speak.
You bronght it out “with your eyes;
that questioniog turn was so familiar,
Of course you were right, and I never
blamed you. T necermesnt you to see
me again; but the temptation to feel
wyself beside'you, only to be in the
soothing charm of your presence, was
too great. It-has been a blessing that
I shall carry with me all the rest of my
life.! :
He was rising to go-awa§, But I pat
out my hand. . '

‘I did write, Duncan Ashley,’ said
I; ‘the letter must have.gone wrong.’
‘You did ! you wrote!" he cried
sinking back in his cheir agaiu, and
looking.at me eagerly. ‘What did you
say !’ 2
“There was only one thing I could
say; and I said that, I answered, blush-
ing as
letter. 3
A-middig-pzed woman in hood and
waterproof | But, dear we ! it was only
my face was middle-aged, after all; my
heart is as young and suly as ever.
And as for Duncan's face, the marks of
carcand thooght and time fell off,
leaving it only the eteraal youth of
love. - '

Tt was the old story of a lost let-
ier, and the older story of a proud man
believing himself to be rejected and
humilinted, and fleeing to the ends of
the earth with his pain,

‘Twenty preclous years of my life
wasted " said my New Zealander.
‘Weo will not be separated another day
while we both live. There isa clergy-
man among our passengers; and we will:
be married this veryshour. - }
This was sn hike his -headlong de-
cisions! Cortainly he did need a so-
ber second-thought like me for a bal
last,

“That cannot be! T cried. ‘The
ceremony wouldn't be legal without a
licevse or something And 1 would
by no means do anything so sensational
aad conspicuons, . £ . -
But bless your heart! I might as
well have tried to wipe up the Atlantic
with my pocket-handkerchief. He was
so grieved, and so impatieat (and, in-
deed, when one comes to think of it,
twenty years is long enough for an en-
gagement,) that T finally dropped of my
water-proof and sea sickness, and
stood up behiod the binnacle, and was
married before eight bells that very
morning—ring and all. Duncan pro-
dueed it from o small casket, where he
had carried it in his waistcoal pocket
for the whole twenty years.

‘I never could bear to put the little
thing awsy, said he, looking at it ten-
derly.

The next day we came into port, with
the sun shining and our flags flying.
There was a flurry of good-bys, a hoist-
ing of trumks, a welcoming: of friends
on the shore, and a glad burrying to and
fro.

Among the rest was an instant’s nest~
ling of Miss Armour’s lips on my check
and alittle cling of her hand in mine,
the vanishing of a smile, and she was
gone, like the flash of a fire-fly, out of
sight forcver. But whereeyer she is
and however she fares, she has the
Gaily blessing of two middle-aged
hearts, whose way to cach other she un-
consciously lighted.

A Mare Jumps Twenty-Three Feet.

On Friday night the sorrell mare
Maud and a two-yrar old bay mare,
owned by Mr. George Leiper, of Leip-
ersville, Chester county, broke loose
from their pasture and got upon the
Philadeldhin, Wilmington & Baltimore
Railroad track at Eddystose. An up
freight train overtook them near Patter-
son's eulvert. just below Crum Creek.
“The colt was killud this side of the cul-
vert. The mure Maud juuped the cul-
vert. which is twepty-three feet wide,
but for all this noble act was struck and
killld. Mand was th fastest norsain
Deiaware eounty, having a record of
1:68. Mr. Leiper refused an offer of
8500 for her last weck —-Reading

en't poit ¢ 1o el sofi—a sensible, gei-
towsnly, uftecubls®inan like bimg*and s o s
e C? e .-." --.' 3 - B a

Colonel Crockett.

“I never but once, #aid the Colonel,
was in what I call a genuine quandary.
Tt was during my electioneering for
Congress, at which time T strolled
about in the woods so particularly pese
tered by polities that T forgot my nfie.
Any men may forget his rifle, you
know; but it isn't every man who can
make amends for his forgetfuloess by
‘his faculties, I guess, 1t chanced that
I was strolling along, considerably decp
in congressionals; the first thing that
took my fancy was the snarling of gome
young bears, whichfproceded from the
hollow of a tree; but I enon found that
T could not reach the cubs with my
hands, co I went feet foremost to see if
T could draw them up by the toes. I
hung on the top of the hole, straining
with all might co reach them, until at
last my hands siipped, acd down I went
more than twenty feet to the bottom of
that hole; and there Ifound myself zl-
most hip deep in a family of fine young
bears. I soon found that I might as
well undertake to climb up the greasiest
part of a rainbow as to get back—the
hole in tree being so large, and its sides
so smooth and slippery from the rao.
Now this was a real, genuioe, regular
quandary, Ifsobe T was to shout, it
would have beco doubtful whether they
would hear me at the settlement, and
if they did hear me, the story would
ruin my clection; for they were a qual-
ity too cute to vole for a man that ven-
tured into a place that he couldn’t get
himseif out of, Well, now, while I
was calculatiog whether it was best to
shout for help, or to wait in the hole
until after election, T heard a kind of
grumbling and growling overhead; and
looking up, I saw the old bear coming
down stern -foremost upon me. My
motto is always ‘go ahead " and as soon
as shie lowered herself within my reach,
I got a tight grip of her tail on my l-ft
hand, ond with my buck-bafted pen-
knife in the other, I commenced spurr-
ing her forward. I'll be shot if ever a
member of Congress rose quicker in the
world than T did! She rook me out
in the shake of lamb’s tail.”—Fhrontien
Life.

Undera Spell.

The following school boy's composi-
tion has fallen ioto our hands, and we
print it for the amusament of our youn-
ger readers. It was evidently writt“n
under a spell :

Woman, the fairest and most perfect

the ':*pt;ntnlnwdinsm'.
work of “God God and his descen-

dants into an ipextricable gulf of ruic.
But although she by means of her
temptation ruined man,—yet what
would be our helpless and lore-
ly condition if it were not for wo-
man's cheery smiles and comforting
resence, Our world would then truly
be “A world of weeping and of woe.”
Women are gifted by the Almighty to
relieve mun’s loneliness, and are as
blessed help-meetsto him in time of
trouble ard affliction. She is a miniss
toring angel sent by God to winister to
the wants of the guilty sons of & fallen
race. Sowme say that women are not
calculat:d to fill places ot honor anil
trast, but we se this nowhere verified in
the past history of the world, Women
have ruled the mightiest empires wirh
better ability than ever shown by wman,
and if her mental abilities are not s»
areat, if her strength of resolution ard
power of will are not so great as man's
then, why does she acquit herself so
bonorably whenever tried 2 We an-
gwer hecause she never if ever receives
the edueation man does and for this
reason superior to him. What would
man be without woman is a questiin
too hard for me, but if treated right and
used well she is truly “Heaven’s last
and best gift to man."”— Exchange.

Shodg'L Bad ;j?“t Written the | of God's dreation, was t!.emga&m nu'l;_
aobtes

7" A Professional Tiger-Slayer.

D'Haroacourt, the great professional
tiger-slayer, who is employed by Grout
Britain, through the government of
Singapore, to exercise his speocialty. is o
native of the United States, though of
French extraction, His father having
been taken prisoner while with Napoleon
in the Mcscow campaigo, he was seot to
Siberia, whence he escaped ond came to
this country. The son was born on the
plains of the far West, and early be-
cams a bunter, rapzing in search of
game uver an imuense territory. Das
girous to see the world, he went to srg;
was wrecked off Formosa, and badly
treated by the patives of that island.
An English captain induced him to
visit Singapore, where he got his ¢n-
gagement, his price being 850 per head
for tigers. D'Harpacourt is saviug
money to go to Algeria, where he will he
under French authority, and where he
can kill lions instead of tigers, as he
covets the fame of a lion-slayer, ond is
desirous to rival Girard. The Americin
Gaul is said to be not only fearless, Lat
reckless; and has had many despernte
encounters, from which good luck alene
bas delivered him. He is inclined to
intemperance also, and it is not unlike-
ly that some tiger will ere long hunt
him with fatal success, and save him
the trouble of a journey to Africa,

A gentleman eotered a grocery store
at North Vernon, Ind., the other day
and asked for a gallon of molasses. Hav.
ine drawn it, the store-kesper ash «l
him what he wonld ke it home
vlony hat,” promptly replied the ¢
tomer, calmly holding out a vew sk
hat, into which the grocer, not to n
outdone in rang froid, poured the flu 4.
Tuen the enstomer jumined the hat wm
the erocer's head, and, Laving thus « 2.
cupied his attention, took whit mow:y
there wasin the bill-aud deparjed.

2l Slg Llgpes

.t teoth brush by machivery,
wished he could eat withoul workiug (i

Bridging the Bloody Chasm.
A touching scene was witnessed at
this place on last Wednesday while
Judge Marks was speaking. Referring
to the war be said: “I see before e
my gallant friend, Col. Byrd. During
the late unhappy rebellion he was on
one side, fighting for what he thought
to be right; I was on the other, fight-
ing for what T thought to be right,
This calls to my mind an old man in
Virginia who had two boys. The elder
fell marching beneath the Stars and
Stripes, the younger battling for the
Lost Cause. After the war the old
man pathered up their bones, brought
them home and laid them side by side
in one grave. ~Above them he erected
a single shafr, on one side of which
was inscribed, ‘Socred to the memory
of my eldest son who fell fighting for
the stara'and Stripes.” On the opposite
gide was inseribed, ‘Sacred to the mem-
ory of my youngest son who fell fight-
ing for the Lost Cause.” Higher up in
the centrn, in bold- characters, was the
inseription, *God knows who wad right.’
That old man there erscted a platform
long enough, broad.euough [or the
whole American people, both North aud
South, to stand upon. And upon this
plattorm to-day, Col. Byrd, (advancing
toward him), forgetting the past,. allow
me to shake you by thohand as a
brother,” Col. Byrd here arose. and
advanced to meet him, and the two
brave soldiers joined hands amid the
deafening applause of the spectators.—
Sparta, Ga., Index. Sl

Punishment for Crime.

Ex-Governor Seymour believes that,
a8 nothing can be worse than our pres-
ent laws for the punishment of crime,
there is no harm in trying new plans.
He advoeates, in Harper's Magazine,
th empowering of judges to impose
“punighments other than sending the
offenders to common schools of vice.”
While Governor he learned that the
suffering for crime generally fell not =0

and he was led to fancy the following
as an appropriate title for the eriminal
laws: *Acts to Punish Wives and
Children of Criminals.” Punishments
ought not to be restricted to fines and
imprisonments, be thinks, but this 'is
the nearest that he comes to explaining
his plan : “There is no danger in giv-
inz magistrates the power over habitual
offenders which parents and guardians
have over minors—that of making them

U, UL DINUIIE N8 qne and af loak |
ing them up; and, in case of children,
having them chastised rather than sent
to jails. There is a reason to fear that
this punishment will be used too often
or too harshly. It would rarely be ap«
plied, but should not be made illegal, as
it would give magistrates great eontrol,
and would do much to putan end to
the bravado and swagger of disorderly
bogs which are so much admired by
their youthful companions. '

Kidnapped by Savages.

A correspondent of the Elmira Ad-
vertiser relates the following: George
Qimons a well known resident of To-
wando township, and at one time an
employee of the Pennsylvania and New
York Oanal and Railroad Company,
went West last spring to prepare a home
for himself and family. His wife with
their four children, joined him in the
summer. He had settled within four
miles of Kansas city, Mo. A short time
since the Indians made a raid into the
neighborhood, destroyed his crops and
burned the buildings he had erected,
Two of his boys got on a horse and at-
tempted to escape. The savages shot
the horse, and in the fall the arm of
one of the lads was broken. ' However,
all succeeded in getting away except
Dora Simons, a girl of elaven -years,
whom the Indians captured and carried
away with them. The agonized father,
fearing for heur a fate far worse than
death, pursued her bratal captors. in
company with six or seven of his neigh-
bors. At last aceounts he had followed
the Indian trail for two hundred miles
westward from Kansas Oity. Part of
the little party of men who had started
with him in pursuit had retorned.
Grave fears are entortained that the
remnact of the number have been cap-
tured and kiiled by the savages.

The Champion.

“The lagiest duffer I ever seed,” re-
marked Jim Blodgers, “‘were a man that
the boys used to call Old Laydown.
They couldn’t find out his fust name,
cause he was too lazy to recolleot it.
He b’longed to the same sekr't society
as me, and we paid him $10 a week
gick benefits for three weeks. Said he
hurt his leg. Found afterward by the
doctor and a dozen eye witnesses, that
he had injured his shins by walkin’ up
agin a cobweb. Fact. Lazy? You
bet he was easy goin’. One evening he
fainted and was brought home to bed.
We weren’t to be catched this time on
benefits. Said he had fainted from loss
of blood. Doctor examined him and
found a musquito bite under his left
ear. Fact. You bet he took things
comfortably. He used tolure a small
boy in warm weather to hold his straw
for him while he sucked his sherry
cobbler. Axed me one day dif there
werent some cheap way of working a
Said he

hiz juws—'feared they'd wear out too
goon. Fact. Well. T don't mind if T
do.”” = Virginia City €' hronicle. '

Noune bur the rich can read their title
clear. Most of them have put it in

| their wife’s name.

much on the offender as on his family, |-
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ADVERTISING RATES.

TiMe. 1in.  }col. % col. 1 col.
1 week,$100 $500 $900 $1600
2 « 176 760 1226 2000
3 « 250 900 1526 2400
4 « .3G60.. 10650 1800 2750
5 360 11 % 20 60 3100
g « 400 12 60 22 76 84 00
7 @ 4 60 13 26 2476 87 00
8 « 500 1400 2600 4000
3 mos 660 1700 8200 5000
4 u 760 19 00 89 650 59 00
6 « 850 2400 4800 8400
9« 960 30 00 5900 106 00
12« 1025 8500 6800 12000

& Translent advertlsements mustbe accom-
anied with the cash to insure insertion.

A Lake Covered with Ducks.

Many of our readers, says the Reoo
(Nev.) Journal, have often heard of
Duck Lake. We saw it for the first
time last Sunday. Itis situated just west
of the Pyramid lake Indian reservation,
and immediately south of the Pyramid
lake, the two being divided by a strip
of land something over half a mile in
width, They have no connection -with
ench other unless subterranean, and
passing cutirely around the lake, we
could ses no other body of water flow-
ing into it. The mouth of the Truckee
was @ mile off, but it splits, one part
goiog into Pyramid and the other go-
ing into Mud lake to the right and only
separated from Pyramifl by a range of
mountains. Duock lake, we should
judge, was a body of water two miles
wide and five in length. Tt derives its
nome from the ducks, which: make it
their headquarters, Its surface, the
day we saw it, was almost entirely cov-
ered. Such a sight we never saw be-
fore, or expect to see agsin.

Josh Billiugs' Philosophy.

I have objecshun to a ' mans parting
his hair in the middle, but I shall al-
ways 1nsist upon his finishing up the
job bi wearing a short gown and a petti~
koat. L L

I respekt'a corpse, but a ded and
alive man i despize for the space ov one
minitt, and pity him for another minitt
and then forget him for evermore—
fmen. y : figa

Det iz bondage into which a man sells
himselfand pays 7 per cent for the
privilege. g

Thar iz such a thiog az too much en..:
ergy. I hazseen' those like a young
hound ip the chase they git away shas
the fox. ¥
The fust thing that presents itself to
our conshience is the truth; we lic npon
reflexshun.

Thero are a great menny roads that
lead to Heaven, but after you get there,
only one gateway to enter.

An old legend asserts that the great
Gothic cathedral of Cclogne, of which
the devil, it says, furnished the plan
will never be completed. The great
advances toward completion which have
been made during the past forty years
bave unsettled somewhat the old belief
in the legend. This, however, bas. of
late been revived by the assertion, of
Prof. Helm of.the University of Zu-

rich, that the blocks of stone, taken
Mirfaliafile mhiak m '

or the foundation and pillars,
are fast undergoing & chemical. decom-
position, and that probably before this
century closes the edifice may fall to
the ground. Another fact which has
excited ‘superstition is that the new
clock, constructed from the cannon ta-
ken from the Freach, has not been in
working order for a year, and that all
efforts hitherto to render it Serviceable
have proved abortive.

How She Saw the Runaway.

“ Oh, it was a terrible runaway ! Yon
see an umbrella was carrying a man and
it frightened a huggy, and it started
to run off with the horse, they ran over
a lamp post and knocked the sidewalk
down, and upset a little baby who jwas
carrying its mother in her arms, and
struck some apples, and knocked all tha
apple women out of the peanut stand,
and then they went down the lightning
like a street, and koocked three spokes
out of the horses hind legs and took the
hide of the wheel, and I fell out and
run o mud puddle into my head clear
up to my shoulders, and the mud got
full of my mouth and ears and eyes,
and I'll never get over it, and it's awful,
ain’t it 2 :

Bill Arp on Steers.

1 never liked steers as a model of
blcoded stock, nor as a motive power,
but my nabor Freeman says they make
the best plow nags in the world, that
they go slow, but they’ll go all day con-
stant and keep the furrer and never
break nothin’ nor run away, and if
they plow up a yaller jacket's nest and "
get stung all over, it only peertens 'em
up a little—nothin more. But it seems
that uothin in the world would be more
monotonous than to foller ’em around.
I'd ruther work a mule any time and
have him run away or kick the back
band in the top of a tree once or twice
in a while. Wouldn't you?

—

“They are But Seyea.”

What a change! A few years ago
the white members of the General As.
sembly of the State of South Carolina
appeered in that body like white spots
on the dark ground of a ‘‘polka cravat,”
The present body contains but ‘seven
of the “back ground,” which are clas«
sified as follows : Democrats, 4; Radi-
cals, 3—with every indication that one
of the latter will lose his seat, he not
having been in the past as good as he
might have been. The jig is up; the
old order of things will never exist in
South Carolina again while the sun
rises and sets,— Clolumbia Register.

Vermont is, by law, the most bar~
barous State in the Union. When she
finds one of her citizens guilty of mur-
der, she does not execute him at once,
asin other civilized communities, but
sonds Bim to the penitentiary for two
it I!Il'. ('!I}\il':l'in[: at tlat
Ve hung i, 4L has aiweys beed
thoneht at the death penalty wus the
most severe that could be inflicted, but
Vermont adids two vears in the penis
tentlary at hard labor.  The state of
mind of the wretchas during the, two
years preceding the conclusion of their

an
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punishmenb may bo imagioed.



